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O Muse of the golden throne, 
hear the women singing sweetly 
in high pure voices 
in the land 

. priest of Teos. 
















Thou forgettest 







Like doves 
their hearts 


turned cold, 
and they dropped 
their wings. 

According to 
my weeping: 
this and all 


care let 

buffeting winds 
bear away. 



















not once noticed 
by the harvesters, 
or if noticed, 

not reached. 







As on the hills 

the shepherds 
trample 
the hyacinth 

under foot, 
and the flower 
darkens 



the ground. 







I will use my 
tongue 
for song 

like wine 

to please my 
girl- 










of ray love. 

























But come, O Aphrodite, Queen. 


Even before thou didst hear 
my voice from afar, and listen, 
leaving thy father’s golden house 
thou earnest with chariot 
yoked with dazzling colors of wings — 



rainbows which pulled your car 
like parrots, the colors of the night 
flapping fast around our dark earth 
to my door, from heaven through mid¬ 
sky. So quickly, these voices arrived; 
and thou, O blessed one, smiling 

and asked what had befallen me, 
asked what in my mad heart I most desired 
to see, what Beauty wouldst I draw now 
to love me, and asked “Who wrongs thee, 
Sappho? For even if she flies, soon shall 
she follow. And if she rejects your gifts, 
soon shall she give herself, and if 
she loves you not, soon shall she love, 
however loathe. ” 
































































If you love us, 
take a young girl 
to bed with you — 

for I cannot abide 
the thought 

of an old woman 
with a young man. 


Foolish woman, 
pride not thyself 


And so I flutter 
like a child after 

her mother. 
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